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am discovering late in life that not to understand
is a great faculty. It sometimes helps you to the
conquest of the world. If Napoleon had been as
intelligent as Spinoza he would have lived in a
garret and written four books. I understand. But
to return to this wretched cross-grained man behind
the counter-rail, you trust your letters to him,
Pauline, letters that you would not trust to the
Tricoche Agency, He manages a portion of your
property, not the least in extent or in value.
He looks gloomy to you, but when he becomes
everything he will cease to be anything, or rather
he will only be ourselves. Annihikted by his
universality, he will cease to appear tiresome. One
is no longer wicked, my daughter, when one ceases
to exist. What makes him unpleasant to-day is
that he encroaches on individual property, that he
goes along filing and scratching, taking a little bite
from the fat and a big bite from the thin. That
makes him unbearable. He is greedy; he is needy.
In my Republic he will be without desires, like the
gods. He will have all and nothing. We shall
not notice him because he will be like ourselves,
indistinguishable from ourselves ; will be as though
he didn't exist And when you say that I sacrifice
the individual to the State, the living man to an
abstraction, I am, on the contrary, subordinating
the abstraction to reality, to the State which I